FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
marching against a west wind heavy with snow. Here my
pipe surprised nobody, for in China the women smoke as
much as the men.
At last it was supper-time. A pot full of strips of dough was
brought in. The lama heaped our bowls generously. We ate
with bamboo chopsticks given us by Mrs. Urech. To show
our gratitude for the lama's great hospitality I could not do
less than offer him a photograph of the Panchen Lama.
According to Smig, we should be able to get anything from a
Mongol in return for a representation of that great spiritual
chief and I had ordered six copies of the photograph from
Lu. The inscription read: "Homage to the Shining Sun of
True Doctrine, the Omniscient Depository of Royal Teach-
ing.39
The next day, branching off towards the south, we came
by a low mountain to an immense tract of bare steppe which
seemed scarcely broken by the hills in the distance. We
picked up another trail here. Hares, grey in colour, scam-
pered off at our approach and leaving his horse to Li, Peter
set off after them. It would be a stroke of luck if we could
have game simmering in the pot our first night in camp. The
mutton diet to which we imagined ourselves—wrongly, as it
turned out—condemned for months would be postponed for
another day. I rode in amongst the high tufts of stiff yellow
grass—it was like the twigs of brushes—and acted as beater,
trying to drive the hares towards Peter. Slalom was interested
in the game and turned his head round to watch me as I
peered about. He would plunge suddenly into the depths
of the grass after a bounding ball of fur. The lively little
beasts were terrified and would appear as though they had
been catapulted out of the sandy dunes. One, two, three—
away! Each short gallop ended in an incredible jump.
Standing in my stirrups and twirling my whip, with the wind
whistling in my ears, I excited Slalom with wild cries, I had
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